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"A  SAILOR'S  SWEETHEART." 
SCENE. 

The  well  known  tap  room  of  The  Green  Dragon  Inn. 
Plymouth,  England.  The  scene  shows  an  old- 
fashioned  public  house.  I* he  back  flat  is  the  har- 
bor with  its  shipping — on  L.  is  painted  a  hill 
with  a  semaphore  which  may  be  seen  through 
the  tavern  door.  A  door  R.  enters  the  hotel. 
A  door  L.  the  bedroom  of  Phyllis.  The  door 
L.  back  is  the  entrance  and  exit  to  the  Street. 
A  large  casement  window  (with  leaded  glass) 
occupies  the  back  of  the  room  and  looks  out 
upon  the  street.  In  front  of  this  window  are 
many  floiver  pots  filled  with  pretty  flowers  in 
bloom.  The  taps  and  pumps  are  at  R.  of  this  win- 
dow, and  an  oaken  table  and  three  sturdy  chairs 
stand  directly  in  front  of  the  pumps,  leaving  ample 
room  to  pass  to  the  exit  R.  A  side-board  of  oak 
with  pewter  mugs,  china  dishes,  etc.,  occupies  the 
R.  wall,  with  space  to  pass  between  it  and  the  table.. 
A  large  old-fashioned  fireplace  occupies  the  L.  wall, 
before  which  stand  two  Colonial  chairs.  Over  the 
mantel  of  fire-place  are  many  clay  pipes,  ar- 
ranged in  various  designs.  A  fire  is  glowing  on 
the  hearth,  over  which  hangs  the  hot  water  kettle: 
Sunshine,  streams  through  the  casement  windows 
and  the  rippling  water  of  the  harbor  indicates  an 
early  summer  morning. 

TIME. 

Reign  of  George  III.,  during  the  war  with  the  Colonies. 
1779.    Ten  a.  m.  in  the  morning.    Summertime. 
The  Curtain  is  preceded  by  Overture. 


BNE  I. 

[As  tin:  ('uriuin  ascends  to  the  at  rains  of  a  nautical  mel- 

PHYI.LIS  runs  to  the  large  casement  window 

a inl  looks  searchingly  out  on  the  harbor.     PHYLLIS 

is  a  pretty  maiden,  about  twenty  years  of  age.    She 

•ti  attractive  costume  of  the  period.    As  the 

-•   ronrlmliitij.   the   booming   of  cannons  is 

heard  in   the  distance.     At  this  PHYLLIS  becomes 

greatly  elated  and  sings.] 

MUSICAL   X<>.  1.     SOPRANO  SOLO. 
PHYLLIS. 

[Eecit.\ 

At  last  !  at  last  ! !  the  fleet  is  putting  in  the  bay, 
M  -  Jack  is  homeward  bound 

My  lover  comes  to-d, 

I. 
A  brave  and  handsome  fellow  he, 

My  joy.  my  Lore,  my  pride, 
And  when  he  comes  a-courting  me, 

'Tis  Heaven  hv  his  side, 
He  loves  me  dearly  that  I  know, 

Though  Ion*:  he's  been  away, 
But  now  at  last  he's  1m upward  hound, 

My  Jack  will  come  to-day. 

II. 
A  year  ago  he  paid  farewell, 

To  fight  for  cause  and  King, 
Ho  kissed  me  oft.  and   Lrave  me  t1 
A  little  Lr«lden  i 

M  saiil  11)  would  pass, 

IIi  'd  urd  me  for  ahvay. 
So  now  he's  homeward  hound  at 
M     Jack  will  come  i..-day. 
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III. 

Oh !  bless  the  winds  that  wafted  him, 

Across  the  mighty  main, 
Oh !  bless  you,  Jack,  for  coming  back, 

To  love  me  once  again, 
I've  been  so  lonely  since  you  left, 

But  now  I'm  bright  and  gay, 
For  you  are  coming  back  to  me, 

My  Jack,  you'll  come  to-day. 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  MRS.  ROBERTS  from  R. 

[She  is  a  woman  of  about  forty-five  years  of  age,  strong 
and  energetic,  yet  kindly  and  attractive.  Her  hair 
is  slightly  tinged  with  grey.  She  is  attired  in  a 
brown  dress,  cut  according  'to  the  fashion,  over 
which  she  wears  a  large  white  apron  with  straps 
over  the  shoulders.  Upon  her  head  she  wears 
the  typical  cap  of  the  barmaids.  MRS.  ROB- 
ERTS coming  from  the  North  of  England  is  permit- 
ted  to  use  the  expressions  lad  or  laddie,  and  lass. 
The  use  of  the  Yorkshire  dialect  is  desirable  in  this 
character,  but  it  must  not  be  overdone,  else  the 
audience  will  not  understand  what  she  says.] 

MRS.  ROBERTS. 

[She  observes  PHYLLIS.]  Ah!  Phyllis — Lor'  bless 
ye,  lass,  what  makes  ye  so  happy  this  mornin'. 

PHYLLIS. 

[She  takes  her  mother  to  the  casement.]  Look, 
mother,  see  the  fleet  is  putting  in  the  bay — my  Jack  is 
there — my  darling  Jack  is  coming  back  to  me — Oh,  I'm 
so  happy; — I'm  so  very  happy. 
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Mi;-.   I,'- 

[Sadly.]     Ah.  las-.  V«T  foolish  ahout  that  lad.     Don't 
put  too  much  faith  in  sailors. 

PHYLLIS. 

Oh,  mother!! 

Mi;s.    K'oltKKTS. 

Nay,  lass,  I  know  them  hetter  than  you  do.     Sailors 
have  sweethearts  in  every  port. 

PHYLLIS. 

Ah!  but  Jack's  not  that  sort,  mother.    Jack's  true  as 
steel.    See.  he  gave  me  this  rim:  he  fore  he  sailed  away. 


-hut  when  will  he  marry  ye  ': 

PHYLLIS. 

[Surjin'xfil.  |     Now-  -at  once.    \  .^  It  r  hesitates.]    With- 
in a  fortnight   if   I   wish. 


Mi;s. 

/"  /•  hcml  smlli/.\      Nay  —  not  when  he  learns 
that  he's  a  pauper. 

PHYLLIS. 

|  Incrnliilnuflii.  |      Ha.  ha.  ha.  .lack   Hurley  a  pan; 
Why.   mother,  you    know    IH-'S   heir   to    Bivnton    Manor. 
pivtt  i«->i  60tate«  in  Yorkshire. 

M  R8.    II'MI-.I  ' 

1    kno\\    that.-  -luit    whatV   lli«-    u-e   «.f  the   title   if   the 
estate  mu-t   I.e  >ol<l  to  pay  his  father's  dehts? 

I'm  i  .! 
|  lhuiil»f''iin>l'  '/.  |      lin-ntnn   Manor  to  he 
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MRS.  ROBERTS. 
Aye,  lass,  to-morrow. 

PHYLLIS. 
How  did  you  learn  this,  mother? 

MRS.  ROBERTS. 
From  a  friend  in  Yorkshire. 

PHYLLIS. 
[Surprised.]    Why  didn't  you  tell  me  this  before? 

MRS.  ROBERTS. 

[Sadly.]  I  hadn't  the  heart,  child,— I  hadn't  the 
heart  to  do  it.  Now  'tis  best  that  you  should  know  the 
truth. 

PHYLLIS. 
[fiazed.]     Yes — yes 

MRS.  ROBERTS. 

[Advances  and  puts  her  arms  lovingly  around  PHYL- 
LIS.] What  will  Jack  say  when  he  learns  the  truth  ? 

PHYLLIS. 

Say !  Say !  [Brushing  away  her  tears.]  Oh,  you 
know  what  he  will  say — you  know  Jack. 

MRS.  ROBERTS. 
\\Y11?    What  will  he  say? 

PHYLLIS. 

[Desperately,  imitating  her  lover.]  He'll  say — 
Phyllis,  my  sweetheart,  I  haven't  a  copper  in  the  world, 
but  I  love  you — will  you  be  my  wife? 

MRS.  ROBERTS. 
Then  what  will  you  say? 
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PlIYI.I 

|  \Vith  rnthusiii*m.\  I'll  say,  Jack— "1  love  you  bet- 
ter than  life" — "I'm  as  poor  MS  you  an- — hut  ill  marry 
you  and  make  you  happy." 

MKS.    |!«M;KHTS. 
You'll  say  that? 

PHYLLIS. 

[FtW//.|     Fes! 

Mns.    Rom-UTS. 

[Kissing  I'lii/lli*.']     Then,  Cod  bless  you,  lass,— 1*11 
help  you  all  I  can.     Now  run  away,  and  change  your 
.  J'll  do  the  work  to-day. 

IKJW   busies   hcrtH'lf  about   the   room   and 
>.    PHYLLIS  /•// //•/•.<  room  R.~\ 

HU3ICAL  $0. 

OONTRA]   I"    <OLO. 

I. 

many  years  ago, 

When  I.  like  Phyllis,  hail  a  lu-au. 
A  handsome  -••nilnunn  was  he. 
And  oft   he  e;mie  ;i-r< m rt  iiii:  nie. 

II. 

1 1  -  name  \\-;i>    I?.»y    I  Main  airanet, 

II   -    Father  \\as  a  haronei. 
And  when  the  hounds  lir^jin  to  hay. 

He'd   mount  his  hor^«-  and  ride  awav. 

III. 

hill  and  dale  ;ind   inOOI  and 
ThryM  run  their  «|U5irry  to  his 
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And  then  they'd  gather  in  the  hall, 
AVith  Lords  and   Ladies — lovers  all. 

[V. 

Among  the  throng,  my  Roy  was  there, 
\O  Lord  could  1><-  more  dehonnaire, 

He  passed  the  wine,  and  led  in  song, 
And  helped  the  merriment  along. 

V. 

But  though  of  ladies  fair  he  knew, 
A  score  or  more  from  every  town, 

I  was  the  only  one  he  loved, 

Though  beauty  was  my  sole  renown. 

VI. 

He  bid  me  be  his  wife  and  wed 
And  secretly  we  ran  away, 

For  we  were  young  and  foolish  then, 
And  love  cannot  withstand  delay. 

VII. 

The  Baronet,  when  he  was  told, 
His  son  had  wed  a  country  maid, 

Swore  he  would  never  see  him  more, 
And  called  his  Roy  a  renegade. 

VIII. 

Then  Roy  the  proud  and  haughty  lad, 
Ran  off  and  sailed  away  to  sea, 

And  since  that  day  we  think  him  dead, 
And  that  is  why-  And  that  is  why — 
lie  comes  no  more  a-eoiirting  me. 
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SCKNK   III. 
Re-en  t'-r    l'im.u>. 

[She  is  now  attired   in   a   Dolly    I"-//-  u   »f  silk 

brocade  and  ha*  ilifenrdeil  h>r  apron  "nil  Ixmtu't. 
She  advances  toward  Mi;s.  ROBERTS,  who  turns 
and  regards  her  with  pride.'] 


Ah!  lass  ma  bonuie  lass.    You're  a  sweetheart  worthy 
of  a  king. 

PHYLLIS. 

[Coquettishlij.]      It's    a    pn-ttv    «ln-ss    inotlu-r,    is    it 
not?— 

Mi;s.    I'MMI-KTS. 
Aye,  that  it  is  —  'Twas  OIK  «    my  wedding  gown. 

PHYLLIS. 

\rruutlhj.'\      Then   it    shall    he  mine,  too  —  for   I'm   a 
sailors  swe«-thrart.  you  know.     And  sailors  always  like 

pretty  t!i 

MRS.  K< 

I  .or'.   hle:-s   ye    lass,    that    they    do.   and    the   lad    that 
marries  you   will   <jet   the  BWeetetl    and   prettiest    ^irl  in 

all  England, 

I'm  i.i.i>. 

Oh  !  there  are  others  as  pivn  \  ai  I.     |  She  hrsitat>.<.  \ 
and  some  of  them  are  rirh.  whil>t   I  am  poor. 

Mi:-.     K'nm.UTS. 

[K*OWinfly.]      Who  kno\\s  hut  that  you.  too.  may  he 
rich  some  da 
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PHYLLIS. 

[Incredulously.]  Ha,  ha,  ha, — I  rich? — No,  that  is 
not  likely. 

MRS.  ROBERTS. 
Stranger  things  than  that  have  happened! 

PHYLLIS. 
Ha,  ha,  ha, — No,  no. 

[Then  she  sings  gaily  the  old  ballad,  without  ac- 
companiment.] 

My  face  is  my  fortune,  sir,  she  said, 
Sir,  she  said — sir,  she  said, — 
My  face  is  my  fortune,  sir,  she  said. 

MRS.  ROBERTS. 

Ah!  Phyllis,  yer  a  merry  lass, — yer  the  sunshine  of 
my  heart.  It'll  be  a  sorry  day  for  me  when  yer  marry 
and  go  away. 

PHYLLIS. 

[Embracing  her  mother.]  I'll  never  leave  you, 
mother.  If  Jack  marries  me  he  must  promise  to  live 
here  with  us. 

MRS.  ROBERTS. 

[Half  aside.]  That'll  not  suit  his  lordship.  [Aloud.] 
Well,  we  shall  see.  [She  goes  to  door  R.]  I  wonder  if 
IK-  likes  a  chicken  pot  pie  as  well  as  he  used  to. 

PHYLLIS. 
Oh,  you  know  Jack, — he's  a  sailor — 

MRS.  ROBERTS. 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  Aye!  I  know  the  straightest  road  to  a 
sailor's  heart  is  through  his  stomach.  So  don't  let  him 
go,  Phyllis,  till  he's  had  a  bit  of  my  pasty. 


A  SAILOR'S  SH'J-J-rill-ART  13 

PHYLLIS. 

He'll  not  need  coaxing,  I  promise  you,  mother. 
|  K. rit  MRS.  ROBERTS.    She  enters  room  R.~\ 

SCENE   IV. 

[JACK  IlriM.i-Y  />•  it»inl  sinying  off  scene.] 

Of  all  the  stars  thai  shine  above, 

No  matter  when-  we  roam, 
A  sweet hrart  is  the  brightest  one, 

To  guide  a  sailor  home, 
Then  loose  all  sail,  hefore  the  gale, 

Ye  Jackies  of  the  main. 
For  we  are  homeward  bound  at  last 

To  greet  our  loves  again. 

Enter  JACK. 

[As  JACK  is  sim/iin/  tin-  lust  two  lines  he  comes 
in  hurriedly  thrnuijh  (lie  door  (at  back)  and 
runs  up  to  PHYLLIS  and  takes  her  in  his  arms. 
JACK  is  attin •//  /"//  the  uniform  of  the  period 
1779.  After  he  h«.<  kissed  PHYLLIS  several 
times  she  r  herself  from  his  embrace 

/  says.] 

I'llYI.LIS. 

[\\'ith  emotion.]     All!  my  Jack— my  darling  Jack!! 
o  come  back  to  me  at  last. 

JACK. 
Yes,  swcctli-  ;irt. 

I'm  1.1 

Oh,  promise  me  you'll  aerer* leave  m»;  airain. 
been  so  lonely  since  you  left — the  days  have  seemed  like 
years. — 
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JACK. 

[Buoyantly.]  Then-,  thnv,  brush  away  those  tears. 
I'll  never  leave  again. 

PHYLLIS. 
Never  again? 

JACK. 

No,  never,  never  again — Why  should  I.  I've  every- 
thing to  keep  me  at  home  now. 

PHYLLIS. 
Yes? 

JACK. 

First,  there's  you.  Then  there's  Brenton  Manor, — 
and  then  there's  a  nice  income  coming  to  me  from  my 
father's  estate.  Why  should  I  go  to  sea  again? — God 
knows  I'm  a  thousand  times  better  off  here. 

PHYLLIS. 
[Aside.']     Poor  fellow,  he  doesn't  know  the  truth. 

JACK. 

Besides,  when  a  man  marries  he  should  stay  at  home 
and  take  care  of  his  wife. 

PHYLLIS. 

[Diffidently.']     But  suppose — 

JACK. 
Suppose  what? 

PHYLLIS. 

Suppose  you  were  poor  instead  of  rich,  would  you 
marry  then  ? — 

JACK. 
\Bluntly.~]     But  why  discuss  such  a  question — I've 
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more  than  «  nou.izh  to  Imilil  a  little  home  and  make  you 
happy,  and  that's  all  we  want. 

rnvi.i.is. 

[Vaguely.  \      V«>.   <»f  course.      \Drxperately,  aside.] 
No,  I  cannot  Ml  him.  someone  else  must  do  that. 

.1  \<  K. 
What  did  you  >ay.  Phyllis? 

PHYLLIS. 

[Evasively.']      I    wa>  wonderini:  what  sort  of  a  home 
you  would  luiild.  .lack. 

.1  \CK. 

len  and  I'll  tell  you. 

\IIi-  h'inix  Jirr  fi'inlf-rly  tn  thr  rnsentrnt   window 
mill  //'//'///>•  /,///."] 

MUSIC  A  I,  XO.  3. 

i.ovi:   DUO. 

JAOK. 
[Red*.] 

Lol  166  "ii  yonder  l»nw  reclining. 

A  rohin  n-d-hn-Mst   huihls  h<-r  n> 
So  we.  when  in  our  years  d«vliniiiLr. 

,11  have  a  home  in  which  to  rest. 
We'll  luiild  about  a  little  bower, 

OYrirrnwn  with  roses  all  in  bloom. 
The  .JrssaiiiiiH-  and  every  flov. 

Shall   fill  the  air  with  their  pcrfumo. 
I'IIYI.I 


fair      ll«.w    fair      | 
"Shall  fill  the  air  with  their  perfum 
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JACK. 
[Recto.] 

Within  a  sward  of  softest  emerald, 

Shall  greet  thy  liny  little  feet, 
A  table  spread  with  choicest  viands, 

Will  make  our  happiness  complete, 
The  bees  shall  bring  their  sweetest  honey, 

The  birds  will  sing  their  fairest  lay, 
Nor  shall  we  e'er  have  need  of  money, 

If  I  but  guard  ihy  love  alway. 

PHYLLIS. 
[EeciL  \ 
Aye  !  aye  !  my  love  thou'lt  guard  alway, 

How  fair  the  picture- — [Pause .] 
Cease  not  I  pray— 

JACK. 
[Recit.] 

And  there  we'll  live  in  simple  splendor, 
And  thou  alone  shalt  reign  supreme, 

I'll  sing  thee  songs  of  love  so  tender, 

And  there  we'll  live  and  love  and  dream. 

PHYLLIS. 
[Recit.    Softly.'] 

We'll  live,  and  love,  and  dream, 

[Singing  aside,  her  eyelids  closed.] 

Is  this  a  dream  ?    Or  is  it  love  ? 

This  tremor  now  that's  o'er  me  stealing? 
[Pause,  then  suddenly  in  ecstasy.] 

'Tis  Love ! !— 'Tis  Love  ! ! 
Oh,  gentle  Eros — god  of  Love — to  thee  I  pray- 
Take  not  this  happiness  away, 
Take  not  this  happiness  away. 
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JACK. 
[Recit.] 
Phyllis—  Sweetheart-    she  <1ivains. 

PilYLLIS. 

.  /;.  i',-<itinij.  | 

Take  imt  this  happiness  away, 
Take  nut  this  happiness  away. 

JACK. 
[Red*.] 

.•t  heart.  awake!  —  Love's  dawn  is  breaking. 

PHYLLIS. 
[Recit.    Softly.] 

Take  not  this  happiness  away. 

.IACK. 
[Recit.] 

Awakt  !     Sweetheart,  awake,  my  love, 
For  with  this  kiss  I  thoe  betroth, 
Awake  !      Sweetheart,  awake. 

\I/i-  /.v'x.xvx  ln-r  tiinlt'rlif  nu  ilie  lips.     Then  half 

dreaming,   half  awake,   she    walks   slowly    to 

if  re  stage  <unl  stands  transfixed  there  during 

///'•  introduction  to  duo.  —  Then  as  if  inspired, 

tfl  herewith.'] 
\  PII  vi.  1.  1>  sings.] 

A1MA. 


I  li\e.  I   love.  I  <lream  n«»  ni< 

M 
(  >.  Love,  <  >.  Lovi  .  witli  the.   i 

Thy  happine-^   parta' 
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With  thec  1  fly,  to  realms  on  high, 
WluMv  harm  n<>r  fate  can  sever, 

The  joys  divine,  that  now  entwine, 
Our  plighted  love  forever. 

|/S//f  repeats  refrain. 
[The  Cathedral  C)iin«'s  an-  heard  off  scene. 

JACK. 

[Recit.] 

Hark !  hark ! !  the  sweet  Cathedral  chimes 

Upon  the  breezes  swelling. 
[Chimes  here.] 

PHYLLIS. 
[Recit.] 

Eing  forth  ye  bells,  ye  merry  bells, 
Our  happiness  foretelling. 

JACK  and  PHYLLIS. 
Our  happiness  foretelling. 
[Chimes  here.] 

GRAND  REFRAIN. 

PART    I. 

JACK  AND  PHYLLIS. 

Let  us  live  and  love  forever, 

Life  is  fleeting  as  the  day, 
Let  not  time  nor  fate  dissever, 

Happiness  shall  last  alway, 
We  are  young  and  time  is  fleeting, 

Drink  we  then  of  love's  full  store, 
Life  and  happiness  completing, 

Live  we,  Love  we,  evermore. 
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I'AKT    II. 

We  live,  w»-  love,  we  dream  no  more, 

Our  sorrows  all  forsaking, 
<  >.  l.Mvc.  0,  Love,  with  thee  we  soar, 

Thy  happinr<s  partaking, 
With  thee  we  fly  to  realms  on  high, 

Where  harm  nor  fate  can  sever, 
The  joys  divine,  that  now  entwine 

Our  plighted  love  forever. 
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SCENE  V. 

Re-cnh-r  Mi;s.  RUMKRTS  from  I!. 
[As   she   advances   she    observes   PHYLLIS    and 
JACK  and  sa/yx.  | 


MRS.  EGBERTS. 
Ah  !  Mr.  Hurley,  I'm  glad  to  see  you  back  again. 

JACK. 

[With  his  arm  around  PHYLLIS.]  You  see,  I've 
come  to  claim  my  sweetheart. 

MRS.  ROBERTS. 

[Advancing."]  Well,  I'll  say  this,  Mr.  Hurley, 
there's  no  man  I'd  rather  see  have  my  Phyllis  than  you. 

JACK. 
Ah.    I  knew  you  were  my  friend. 

MRS.  ROBERTS. 

Aye,  that  I  am.  And  now  I'll  prove  it  to  you. 
[Coyly.]  Do  you  like  chicken  pasty  as  well  as  you 
used  to? 

JACK. 
Do  I  like  chicken  pasty?  —  ha,  ha,  ha,  Well,  try  me. 

MRS.  ROBERTS. 

Then  come  along  with  me,  sir.  [She  takes  him  by 
the  arm  and  leads  him  off  R.  As  she  is  going  she  says. 
to  PHYLLIS.]  Phyllis,  mind  the  place,  lass,  until  Mr. 
Hurley  has  had  his  fill. 

[PHYLLIS  assents."] 
[Exeunt  MRS.  ROBERTS  and  JACK,  R.) 
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SCENK   VI. 
Enti  r   T".M     linu  ;  i  - 

[PHYLLIS  is  bu.tily  occupied  arriunjimj  the  china  on  the 
side-board,  when  a  bo'* wain  whistle  is  heard  off 
scene.  She  (urns  ami  see*  T«»M  How  LINK  peeping 
in  the  street  door.  He  is  a  typical  tailor  of  the 
period  and  being  an  Irishman  speaks  with  a  strong 
brogue.  Seeing  that  he  //  >bserved  by  PHYL- 

LIS, he  opens  the  door  and  <•<///*»>•  in,  bowing  and 
holding  his  hat  in  hi*  hand.] 

TOM   How  1. 1 
Beggin'  your  pardon,  miss,  is  this  the  Grain  Dragon? 

PHYLLIS. 

[Regarding  him  suspiciously].     Yes. 

TOM    How  LI  M:. 

Will.  Oi'm  lookin'  fer  a  shipmate  o'  mine  as  tuk 
Frinch  lave. 

1'HYl.LIS. 

Took   French  h-a\rr     What's  that? 

TOM    HOWI.IM:. 
Hun  a\\ay. 

PHYLLIS. 

ii  von  are  looking  f«»r  a  desert' 

TOM  BOWLINE. 

Not  eggsactly — Oim  looking  t'«-r  a  vouni:  hlairuarcl  of 
a  midshipman,  as  kmn  a-h«>n-  \\ithout  th««  Captain's 
permission. 

PHYLLIS. 

What  ship  are  you  fr 
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TOM   Bow  LINK. 
Oiin  otV  His   MajrMv's  Ship  Shannon. 

PHYLLIS. 

[Gives    a    courulsin'    start.      Aside.']      Jack's    ship! 
[Aloud.]     What  was  the  midshipman's  name? 

TOM  How  LINK. 
Jack  Hurley,  Miss. 

PHYLLIS. 

What  would  you  do  with  him  if  you  caught  him? 

TOM  How  LINK. 

Put  these  irons  on  him   [Showing  hand  cuffs']   and 
take  him  aboard. 

PHYLLIS. 

Then  what  would  the  Captain  do? 
TOM  BOWLINE. 

Bedad  he'd  take  it  out  of  him.    He'd  putt  ?im  in  the 
'old  and  fade  him  on  brread  and  watter  fer  a  week. 

PHYLLIS. 
Oh,  that  would  be  shameful ! 

TOM  BOWLINE. 

Ah,  devil  a  bit — these  young  bantams  must  learn  to 
obey  orders. 

PHYLLIS. 
Well,  you  see  he's  not  here.  Mister  Bowline. 

[She  walk*  orcr  toward  the  sideboard. 

TOM  How  LINK. 

Oh!  I  kin  see  that  plain  enuf,  hut  I  thought  ye  might 
be  knowin'  where  he  wuz  ? 

PHYLLIS. 

[Hotly.']     Well,  if  I  did  1   wouldn't  tell  you.     No,  I 
wouldn't  peach  on  a  sailor  for  all  the  world. 

TOM  BOWLINE. 
Ye  wuddent  ? 
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PHYLLIS. 
[Firmly.]      N 

TOM  BOWLIM. 
Begob,  I  loike  ye  fer  tliat. 

PHYLLIS. 
I'm  glad  you  like  inc.  Mr.  Bowline. 

TOM    BOWL: 
Tom  Bowline,  ef  ye  pla 

PHYLLIS. 

[Aside.]  1  wisli  lie  would  <ro.  [Aloud.]  Well,  Tom, 
you  won't  he  finding  your  middy  if  you  linger  around 
here. 

TOM   BOWLINE. 

[Looks  N  //////  at  tfie  ilmuif'Ts  on  the  sideboard.]  I 
wuz  thinkin*.  Mi.-s.  ;i  drop  o'  grog  wud  steady  me 
nerv 

PHYLLIS. 

[Goes  to   the  siilfbonrd.   (jets  a  decanter  and  a 
l  —  nml  xrnvx  Tom  n  fair  bumper.] 

TOM   Bow  LINK. 

Ah!  h!  h!  —  That's  tin-  woine  to  wnrrum  the  cockles 
of  yer  heart. 

PHYLLIS. 
You  don't  p  •  ke  that  in  the  navy. 


Bow  1.  1 

'Dade    w«     don't.      [Regarding    Jirr    x////v    orrr    /iw 
glass.]     Just  a  wee  drappy  m 

1'IIVI.I 

•  n-'ls   him   reprovingly,   but   pours   out  an- 
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other   glass,    which    TOM    drinks    with    <jrcat 
pleasure.'] 

TOM  Bow  LINK. 

[Wanned  by  the  liquor  nine  bfcnnn-s  communicative, 
and  regarding  her  slyly,  says.]  Sure,  yer  a  trim  craft, 
ma  colleen  an'  yer  under  full  sail  to-day. 

PHYLLIS. 
[Courtesy  ing.]     It's  a  pretty  dress,  isn't  it  ? 

TOM  BOWLINE. 
[Proudly.']     Oil  take  me  oath  ye've  got  a  lover. 

PHYLLIS. 

[Wt/7&  affected  confidence.  \  Well.  Tom.  I  wouldn't 
deceive  you — I  have. 

TOM  BOWLINE. 
May  I  be  axin'  his  name.  Miss? 

PHYLLIS. 

Ha,  ha,  ha, — Oh!  you  may  ask  all  you  like,  but  I 
sha'n't  tell  you.  [Pause.']  He's  a  sailor,  though. 

TOM  BOWLINE. 

Bedad,  Oi'd  bet  me  life  on  that.  [Pause.]  Phwat's 
your  name? 

PHYLLIS. 
My  name  is  Phyllis — Phyllis  Roberts. 

TOM  BOWLINE. 
Yer  not  a  Devonshire  gurrul  ? 

PHYLLIS. 
No,  we  came  from  Yorkshire. 

TOM  BOWLINE. 

Wuz  yer  fader's  n;une   Uobert  Plantaganet  Fitzroy — 
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PHYLLIS. 

No,  'twas  just  plain  Roy  Roberts — He  ran  away  to 
sea  when  I  was  a  baby,  and  we're  never — seen  him 
since.  We  think  him  dead. 

TOM  Bow  1. 1 

[Aside.]  Twenty  year  ago  Oi  had  a  mess  mate  by 
the  name  of  Robert  Fitx-  \^rrntchhnj  hi*  chin, 

aside.]     Roy   Roberts?      [Pause.]      Robert   Fitz-roy — 
their  much  the  same — I  wonder  if  this  be  his  darter? 

PHYLLIS. 
What  did  you  say? 

TOM  BOWLINE. 

[Evasively.]  Oi  \vux  s,iyiif.  Miss,  'tis  a  funny  wur- 
ruld  we're  livin'  in. 

PHYLLIS. 
Oh !  I  think  it's  a  beautiful  world. 

TOM  BOWI.IM:. 
An'  so  it  is,  Miss. 

[He  .>/'//•/>  ti,ir,ird  the  door,  but  turns  and  looks 
slyly  at  l'hyllia.\ 

PHYLLIS. 
[Knowingly.  \     No,  no.  Tom — you  had  best  !><•  oil. 

TOM  Bow  i .1 
\rit'(iilimj.\     All!  jik<t  wan  ilrap  more  fer  Auld  Lang 

- 

I'im.LIS. 

[Hentating.]     Well,  then,  for  Auld  I^ang  Syne. 

[Sh<  lut n< I*  T<> nt  the  decanter. 
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TOM    r>owi.iNi-:. 

|  /M//X  </.  brintniini/  hunijxr.  xeeuiif  irhidi  PHYU.IS 
qiiirklij  /,//,vx  ///<•  denuiter  nirnij  from  him.  Fur  an  in- 
stant he  ret/iirdft  I  lie  i/lax*.  then  x////x.  //rr//'  r/x/W/'.]  Shiver 
me  tiinlu-rs.  hut  that's  a  hooker.  [He  drink*.]  Oi  kin 
feel  that  in  the  tips  <>"  me  toes.  [Mure  e/afrd.]  Kin 
ye  sing,  Miss? 

PHYLLIS. 
[Assents.] 

TOM  Bow i. INK. 
An'  dance  the  hornpipe? 

PHYLLIS. 

[Assents.] 

TOM  BO\VI.INI:. 
Then,  ho,  for  Bonnie1  Breast   Knots. 

PHYLLIS, 

No,  no,  Tom,  yon  must  he  oil'  or  you'll  be  getting  in 
trouble. 

TOM    1)0  \VI.1\K. 

All  !  just   a  hit  of  the  ditty  fust. 

PHYLLIS. 
Well,  will  you  promise  to  <r<>,  then? 

TOM  Bow  UNI:. 
[Firmly.']     Yis,  Oi  will. 

PHYLLIS! 

Well,  then,  ho  for  'T>onni«'  I'.n-Mst  Knots." 
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MUSICAL  NO.  IV. 

in  0. 

TOM   lio\\  i  ; ! 
Ye  ho — ye  ho — ye  1m,   \v  1m,  ye  ho. 

PHYLLIS. 

5Te   ho  —ye  1m — ye  1m.  ye  ho.  ye  ho. 

TOGETHER 

Ye  ho — ye  ho — ye  1m. 

I  then  *in<j  tli>-  irrll  known  ballade  "Ronnie 
i*t  I\  nuts."  | 

I'm  i.i.i-    \\i>  TOM. 
nain. 

1 1    .    tin-  Imiiiiic,   Iln  th<-  hdiinio. 
the  honnir  l»re:ist   kimt>. 
Blithe  and   im-rry   wen-  th«-  M'. 

When  they  put   <»n  tlu-ir  hn-jist   kno's. 

1. 

TlnT.-  WHS  ;i  hridal  in  our  town. 

And  to't  the  lassis  a'  wen-  houn', 
Wi'  iimnnie  facings  <m  their  Lr"wns. 

An  0J  them  had  luvast  knots. 

••I  in. 
1 1.  \   the  l.onnie. 

II. 

At    nin<-  o'el.irk   tin-  hnN   COHVi 

6  clad  in  him-  an-1  >«>me  in  gr« 
'liniiiLT  hiieklr-  'i'  their  >1 
And  Mower-  on  their  \vai-t.-oats. 
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Refrain. 

Singing,  Hey  the  bonnie,  etc. 

III. 

Out  cam'  tin-  wives  a"  wi'  applause, 
And  wished  the  lassies  happy  days, 

And  nmrklr  thought  they  on  her  claes, 
Especially  the  hreast  knots. 

Refra  in  . 
Singing,  Hey  the  honnie,  etc. 

IV. 

The  bride  she  was  baith  young  and  fair, 
Her  neck  outshone  the  pearlin  rare, 

A  satin  snood  bound  up  her  hair, 
And  flowers  'mong  her  breast  knots. 

Refrain. 
Singing,  Hey  the  bonnie,  etc. 

V. 

The  bridegroom  gazed  —  but  mair  I  ween, 
He  prized  the  glance  o'  love's  blue  'een, 

That  made  him  proud  o?  his  swee  Jean, 
When  she  got  on  her  breast  knots. 

Refrain. 

Singing,  Hey  tin-  honnie,  etc. 

[At  the  conclusion  of  the  ballad,  they  dance  a 
sailor's  hornpipe.  Duringthe  dance  TOM  be- 
comes more  (tin/  more  unsteady  until  finally 
he  stumbles  up  against  tin1  dour  at  back,  which 
he  opens  in  order  to  catch  a  breath  of  fresh 


A  SAILOR'S  SWEETHEART  29 

T<>M     B«»\\  II 

M«>i.   inoi.   nmi.   luit    it's   \\arriini.      |  He  br<u'es   liim- 

self  against  ////•  <l<><>r.\     Suiv  m.-  pins  be  gettin'  wake. 

[  /,'.  </'irilin>!    PHYLLIS   //•/'///   jn-itli'.\      Ha.  you're  a  good 

sort,  you  arc.     Will,  OM  ln-st  In-  .ir^ttin'  under  weigh  or 

iiicldy'll   lie   Lriviif   me  th<i  sdilip.     Good  mornin', 

PHYLLIS. 

Call  again,  will  y«u  ': 

T(»M  Bow  LI  XL. 


Sure  that  Oi  will.     |  II  ••  xto/i*  <m<l  duffs  Ins  hat  to 

\     An'  of  "  in  tmuhli-  an'  wants  a  frin',  call 

on  Tom  Bowlim-.  |  ffe  goes  out.] 

PHYLLIS. 
Good  bye,  Tom. 

TOM  Bow  LI 
[Off  scene.]     Good  day.  V 

PHYLLIS, 

[A.--  i     Thank  <ln<l.  hr's  ^mr  ! 

\l''j  II'     passes    -u  n.<  I- 

down  the  slri'i't  in  fmnl  .-nf  iriu<lnw.\ 
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SCENK   Vll. 

f!r-i'n(rr  JACK. 

[.4,s-  he  comes  <mt  of  the  <Io<;r  11.  PHYLLIS  ndcances  and 
earnestly.  | 


PHYLLIS. 

Jack.     Tom    Hmvline  has  just   been  here  looking  for 
you. 

JACK. 
[Surprised.]     What  did  he  want  of  me? 

PHYLLIS. 

.]     He  came  to  arrest  you. 

JACK. 
Arrest  me  for  what  ? 

PHYLLIS. 

For  coming  ashore  without  the  captain's  permission. 

JACK. 

[  Much    relircrtl.  \      Oh  ! 

PHYLLIS. 
Ah,  Jack,  why  did  you  take  such  a  chance  as  that? 

JACK, 

Phyllis,  when  a   man's  in   love  he'll  take  any  chance 
in  the  world. 

PHYLLIS. 

[Reprovingly."]     You  should  not  have  done  that  for 
me  — 
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JACK. 

I  couldn't  wait  —  when   I   heard  that  we  would  not  be 
leave  until  to-morrow  —  I  couldn't  stand  it  —  and 
;_r    a    hum-hoat    alongside    I    dropped    into   it    and 
bribed  the  man  to  row  UK   ashore.     I  didn't  think  they'd 
miss  me  for  an  hour  or  so.     [PauseJ]     Now,  I  suppose, 
they'll  seour  thr  town  until  they  run  me  down. 

PHYLLIS. 

\\V11.  what  will  you  do? 

.J\CK. 

Stay  hen  — 

PHYLLIS. 

And  th. 

.'ACK. 

Then  111  take  my  medicine  like  a  man  —  Ha,  ha,  ha  — 
bread  and  water  for  a  week. 

PHYLLIS. 

Oh,  that  will  he  disi_rraerful. 

JACK. 

Well,  I  won't  he  the  first  midshipman  that's  been  put 
hold  for  the  same  tiling. 


Mi;-. 
[Calling  off  scene.  \      Phyllis! 

PHYLLIS, 

[3/o/  *"//>•  In  Jdi-L-  l»  In-  sili-iil.     (Jiin'thj.]      I'm  very 
angry  with  you.  Jack.  |  >'///•  i/nt's  mil  ,!,»,,•  /?.] 
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SCENE  VIII. 

[JACK  crosses  to  L.,  scats  himself  in  one  of  the  easy 
dinirs  before  the  fireplace,  wondering  how  his  es- 
capade will  end.  When  the  street  door  at  back 
opens  and  enter  SIR  RICHARD  CRUTHERS.  He  is  a 
typical  old  English  squire,  about  sixty  years  of  age 
robust,  corpulent  and  gouty.  He  walks  with  a 
heavy  cane,  which  he  continually  strikes  upon  the 
floor  as  he  impatiently  struts  up  and  down  waiting 
for  some  one  to  come.  Jack  arises  and  they  con- 
front each  other.  Both  are  greatly  surprised  at 
the  unexpected  meeting.'] 

JACK. 

[Aside,  arises  in  surprise  and  saysJ\  Blast  my  eyes, 
it's  my  uncle,  Sir  Richard  Cruthers. 

SIR  RICHARD. 
God,  bless  me.    Is  it  you,  Jack  ? 

JACK. 

Yes,  uncle — home  at  last — Egad !  you  are  the  picture 
of  health,  sir ! 

SIR  RICHARD. 

I'm  in  fine  fettle,  me  boy,  an'  if  it  werrn't  for  a 
twinge  of  the  gout  now  and  then  I'd  be  as  spry  as  you 
buckies.  Where's  your  captain?  I  was  told  I'd  likely 
find  him  here. 

JACK. 
He's  not  come  ashore  yet,  sir. 

SIR  RICHARD. 
Why  the  devil  are  you  here,  then  ? 
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JACK. 

I'M!  ashore  on  important  tmsiness,  sir.  [,4side.] 
That's  no  lie. 

SIR   Kin  I  AUD. 

Ah!  I  Bee.  Well.  Jack,  it's  fortunate  I've  met  you, 
for  I,  too.  Iwve  some  important  business  to  speak  to  you 
about. 

JACK. 
Indeed,  sir — 

SIR  RICHARD. 

Yes,  as  executor  of  your  father's  estate,  it  is  my  duty 
to  givi-  YOU  an  accounting. 

JACK. 

t's  very  good  of  you,  sir. 

Sn;    \ll(  HARD. 

When  yon  joined  tin-  fleet,  the  indehtedncss  of  the 
estat-  iikim\\n  to  me,  but  since  then  I  have 

learned   that    tin-   dehts    will    amount   to  an   enormous 

sum. 

JACK. 

[Utmisilif.}    I  truM  ire  shall  be  able  to  pay  them  all. 

I   EtlOHABD. 

Yes,  Jack,  hut  lln-ninn  Manor  will  have  to  be  sold 
to  do  it. 

.1  u 
[Surprised.]      You  dnn't   mean  that. 

I  1,'n-n  \ 
Yes,  it's  the  only  asset  of  n  al  value  1 
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JACK. 

Is  there  no  way  to  sa\c  tin-  old  home — Oh,  surely 
there  must  be. 

Slli    1 1 1C  HARD. 

None  that  I  know  of.  Tin4  creditors  arc  pressing  us, 
and  you  know  I  have  not  the  means  to  help  you. 

JACK. 

Yes,  yes. 

SIR  RICHARD. 

[Sadly.]  To-morrow  the  old  home  must  be  sold  at 
auction. 

JACK. 

[VTo7fcs  up  and  down  IKI If  dazed. ,  llu'n  slops  suddenly 
and  laughs  bitterly.']  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Brenton  Manor  un- 
der the  hammer.  This  is  a  sad  awakening. 

SIR  RICHARD. 
[Kindly. 1     I  know  it  is,  lad. 

JACK. 

I  thought  I  might  have  enough  left  to  keep  the  old 
home,  but  if  that  goes  I  am  practically  a  pauper. 

SIR  RICHARD. 

That's  the  condition  of  affairs  I'm  sorry  to  say.  Per- 
haps I  should  have  broken  it  to  you  more  gently, — but 
you  know  inc.  Jack, — I'm  blunt  and  honest. 

JACK. 

Oh!  Tin  not  blaming  you,  sir.  I'm  sure  you've  done 
the  best  you  could. 

SIR  RICHARD. 

That   I  have,  my  boy. 
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.'  \CK. 

It's  a  bitter  pill  just  the  same. 

SIR  RICHARD. 

I  know  that,  my  lad  —  but  it's  an  ill  wind  that  blows 

nobody  any  uood.     \He  slaps  Jack  on  the  shoulder.] 

What  would  you  say  if  I  were  to  discover  a  way  for 

imt    only   to   ivpair  your  fortune,  but  become  the 

possessor  of  one  of  tin-  finest  estates  in  England? 

-I  VCK. 

I  should  say  you  were  crazy,  sir. 

SIR  RICHARD. 

Egad!     I  wouldn't   Manio  ye.     Ha,  ha,  ha.     [Seri- 
ously.']    But  suppose  it  were  possible  ? 

JACK. 

Then  I  would  say  yon  wore  the  best  friend  I  have  in 
the  world. 

SIR  RICHARD. 
Well,  sir,  it  is  possible. 

JACK. 

I  presume  thero  would  be  some  conditions  attached  to 
such  an  arrangement? 

SIR  RICHARD. 
Of  course  !    Of  course  ! 

•  I  \CK. 

Id  it  be  necessary  for  m«-  t«»  rift  up  my  career  in 


SIR  RICHARD. 
Tin.  be  as  the  lady  may  wish. 
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JACK. 

You  have  never  mentioned  any  lady  in  the  matter, 
sir. 

SIR  Ki CHARD. 
Haven't  I? 

JACK. 

No,  sir.    Am  I  to  marry  in  the  bargain? 

SIR  RICHARD. 

Of  course,  you  scamp.  How  else  do  you  suppose  you 
are  to  become  the  possessor  of  a  fine  estate. 

JACK. 
Then  I  am  sorry  I  shall  have  to  disappoint  you. 

SIR  RICHARD. 

Now,  see  here,  Jack;  I  shall  lose  all  patience  with 
you.  First,  you  are  all  condescension  and  gratitude. 
Then  you  resent  the  opportunity  I  offer  you.  May  I 
ask  why  you  refuse  my  suggestion? 

JACK. 

For  the  best  reason  in  the  world,  sir — my  heart  is 
given  to  another. 

SIR  RICHARD. 
A  lady  of  quality,  I  suppose  ? 

JACK. 
No,  a  country  girl. 

SIR  RICHARD. 
Has  she  any  money  ? 

JACK. 

Not  a  copper ! 
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SIR  UICMARD. 
I  thought  as  much. 

JACK. 

But  I  wouldn't  give  her  for  the  richest  heiress  in  the 
land. 

SIR  RICHARD. 
No?     [Strutting  up  and  down.]     What's  her  name? 

JACK. 

[Guardedly.]  I'll  tell  you  that  when  you  tell  me  the 
name  of  your  charmer. 

SIR  RICHARD. 
I'll  bet  my  life  yours  is  a  barmaid. 

JACK.  • 

I'll  bet  yours  is  an  old  frump  and  a  hump  back  and  a 
hooked  nose. 

SIR  RICHARD. 

None  of  your  insolem  ••  .  sir,  None  of  your  insolence. 
Egad!  if  she  were  hump-harked,  hook-noosed  and  cock- 
eyed, she'd  be  too  good  for  a  scamp  like  you. 

.1   V 

Ha,  ha,  ha! 

SIR   UK-HARD. 

Do  you  suppose  a  ii-  -is  going  to  drop  plump 

into  your  lap,  like  an  apple  from  a  tree? 

JACK. 

No,  but  I  (l.-niand  the  ridii   t<>  choose  my  own  wife. 

SH;    UK  II  \ 

'11  <jo  again.    Thnv  you  <:<>.     Hot  and  hasty. 

Just  as  though  beggars  could  l><-  choo-. 
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JACK. 

Well,  this  beggar  proposes  to  do  his  own  choosing,  I 
promise  you. 

SIR  EICHARD. 

All  right,  you  fool,  choose  a  pretty  face  and  lose 
Kensmaire  Castle. 

JACK. 

[Amazed.']     Kensmaire  Castle — So  that's  the  estate 
you  had  in  view? 

SIR  EICHARD. 
[Somewhat  embarrassed.']    Yes. 

JACK. 

Ha,   ha,  ha — Why,   uncle,   you   are  "batty   in   your 
bun/' 

SIR  RICHARD. 
What  do  you  mean  by  that,  sir  ? 

JACK. 
You're  as  crazy  as  a  loon. 

SIR  RICHARD. 
Ami?    Ami? 

JACK. 

You  know  perfectly  well  the  Earl  of  Kensmaire  died 
intestate.  . 

SIR  RICHARD. 
I  don't  know  where  he  died. 

JACK. 
I  said  he  died  intestate — died  without  an  heir. 

SIR  RICHARD. 
Oh! 
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.JACK. 
That's  why  the  estate  has  heen  in  the  courts  so  long. 

Slit  Ki<  HARD. 
Nobody  dies  without  an  heir,  you  fool. 

JACK. 
Well.  they  haven't  found  an  heir 

Silt    RiCllAKD. 

nut   l'\e  learned  tliat  the  Karl  had  a  daughter. 

JACK. 

e  you  f«  Hi  ml  her  yet? 

SlH    RICHARD. 
''•lit     I     will 

JACK. 

Well,   if  you   do— you'll   do  more  than  the  lawyers 
have  dour  these  many  years. 

SlK    1 1 1C  MAUD. 

Come,  my  bucky,  will  you  marry  her  if  I  find  her? 

JACK. 

Ila.  ha,  ha,  you'll  never  find  her. 

Sn:   UK  HARD. 
Well,  will  you  marry  her  if  I  do? 

.1  \CK. 
Yes,  for  Fin  rare  vim  are  ,.u  -,\  wild  ^oose  chase. 

Sn;   1,'icn  \i;l>. 

Well,  my  boy,  I'll  ln»l«l  \on  i«»  your  word.     And  I'll 
find  hrr  if  I"  hnv-  <\\  all   Ku^land. 
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JACK. 

Ha,  ha,  ha.  That's  right,  uncle,  never  say  die.  Oh, 
I'll  marry  her  if  she's  as  homely  as  a  hedge  fence — 

SIR  RICHARD. 

Egad!  if  she  is,  I'll  havr  tin-  laugh  on  you,  Jack— 
ha,  ha,  ha.  I'll  have  the  laugh  on  you. 

JACK. 

Well,  if  you  don't  find  her  I'll  have  the  laugh  on  you, 
sir — ha,  ha,  ha !  [lie  chances  to  look  out  the  casement 
window  and  stops  laughing  suddenly.  Aside.]  Tom 
Bowline,  as  sure  as  I'm  a  haddock.  He's  got  me  this 
time. 

SIR  EICHARD. 
What  are  you  looking  at  out  there  ? 

JACK. 

[Decoying  his  uncle  to  the  window.]  See  the  flag- 
ship is  signaling.  [His  uncle  looks  intently  out. 
Pause.  He  now  leaves  his  uncle,  goes  to  the-street  door, 
partly  opens  it,  stands  irresolute  a  moment,  then  turns 
and  sees  the  door  L.  open  leading  into  the  bed  room  of 
PHYLLIS  and  says,  aside.]  No,  Tom  Bowline,  this  is 
the  time  I'll  give  you  the  slip. 

[He  slams  the  door  shut  and  runs  into  the  bed 
room  L.,  closing  the  door  noiselessly  after 
him.] 

SIR  RICHARD. 

[Now  turns  under  the  impression  that  Jack  has 
passed  into  the  street.  Aside.]  Their  signals  are  all 
Greek  to  me. 

[He  then  passes  to  centre  stage  ivith  his  back  to 
ilic  door.] 
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SCENK   IX. 
T«»M  r,.»\\  i 


[TOV  pasl   the  (-(isi'im'tit    ir  in,  loir.  nprtis   the  door 

n.     Hi-   is   if  mi  1  1  if  surprised  at  >•• 
S*IR  RlCH  A  i::  >  /)  rut's  hesitation. 

he  >  ///c  il'iur.     At  tJiis  fnsfinit  SlR 

RlCH.\i;i>  turn*  unil  sees  him.     T<>)ii  inst<uitli/  doffs 
his  hut.] 

TOM   P,«»\\  i  ' 

\r<>litt'li(.\      A\in"   ycr    juinlnn.   governor.      Is    Mid- 
shipman IfurK-y  hereaboul 

SIR  RICHARD. 

If.-  went  out  this  instant. 

TOM  Bow  1.  1 

[Dumbly.]      Out   \vhnvr 

Sn;   IfirilARD. 

Out  tin-  <]«'(.r  tli-  \l'nin(inif  h,  tin-  street  <hor.] 

'I'«»M     l'»«.\\  1  : 

[Asitli-.  ]     Thin  Oi  must  In-  hliinl. 

Sn;   1,'irii  MID. 
1  1-  'i  ;-r"!>ahly  <nit  then-  now. 

TMM    \\n\\  i  i  • 
\()i"tis  1h<-  str>  'in!  I  miks  u  i>  n  ml  <ltnrn.  & 

•.  |         !!.•'-    lint     tlirrr.    -..]'. 

Sn;   IM.-ll  \ 

W.-ll.  if  my  iH-ph.-w  i-  imt   tlinv   I   don't   know  \\ 
he  is. 
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TOM  BOWLJNK. 

[Aside.']  He's  gi'  im-  the  sclilip.  [Looking  at  door 
L.  Aloud.]  So  ^Midshipman  Hurley  is  your  nephew, 
sor? 

SIR  RICHARD. 
Yes,  what  do  you  want  with  him  ? 

TOM  BOWLINE. 
Oi  have  a  message  for  him  from  our  captain. 

[Puts  his  hand  in  his  jacket  pocket  and  feels  for 
the  hand  cuffs.] 

SIR  RICHARD. 

[Advances  and  look*  in  Tom's  face.]  It  seems  to  me 
Pve  seen  you  before,  my  man.  What  is  your  name  ? 

TOM  BOWLINE. 
Tom  Bowline,  sor. 

SIR  RICHARD. 

[Reflecting.]  Were  you  ever  employed  by  the  old 
Earl  of  Kensmaire? 

TOM  BOWLINE. 

I  was,  sor,  whin  a  boy — an'  whin  his  son  runned 
away  to  sea,  I  tuk  ship  wid  ?im. 

SIR  RICHARD. 
Good.    How  long  ago  was  that  ? 

TOM  BOWLINE. 
Nigh  twenty  year  ago  this  spring. 

SIR  RICHARD. 

[Drawing  a  niim'nlnre  from  his  pocket.]  Do  you 
recognize  his  portrait? 
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TOM  Bo\\  ii 

[Looking    intently   at    it.\    Be.lad    that's    him.      Oh, 
moi,  but  he  wuz  a  handsome  l><»y. 


SIR 

Indeed  he  was.      \$lnnrin<i   tin-  hack  of  mini' 
Can  you  read  the  inscription. 

TOM  \\o\\  i.i 
Not  very  well,  sor. 

SIR  RICHARD. 

[Heading.]      To   my   loving  wife,    Mary.      [Pause.] 
June  the  sixteenth,  1759—  Robert  Plantaganet  Fitzroy. 

TOM  Bowi.r 
That  must  a  bin  when  In-  was  married. 

SIR  Ui  i  HARD. 
Then  you  knew  he  was  man  -it  -d  ''. 

TOM  Bo\\  i 
Sure,  he  towld  me  hissrlf  IK-  wuz  married  secretly. 

SIR     liK    HARD. 

Did  you  know  ho  had  a  <lau<:lit«  T? 

TOM  Bo  \\i.r 
He  towld  mr  In-  had  a  hahy  -urnil  at   fane,  -ir. 

SIR   Iiicii  USD. 
When  did  he  Ml  y..u  thai  '- 

TnM     \\0\\  1.1 

Just  afore  he  'li«-.l   in   Kiii--iMH.  .lamaiky. 

SIR  II'H  ii  \i;i>. 
Then  vmi  wen1  with  him  when  lie  ili 
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TOM  BOWLINE. 
Oi  wuz. 

SIR  RICHARD. 
Did  he  leave  any  letters  or  trinkets  with  you  ? 

TOM  BOWLINE. 
He  left  some  old  letters. 

SIR  RICHARD. 

[Greatly  excited.']  Great  Heavens,  man,  why  didn't 
you  tell  me  this  before? 

TOM  BOWLINE. 
Ye  wuddent  gi'  me  a  chance. 

SIR  RICHARD. 
Have  you  those  letters  ? 

TOM  BOWLINE. 
They  bees  in  me  chist,  aboord  the  Shannon. 

SIR  RICHARD. 

Get  them  at  once,  my  man.  They'll  give  us  a  clue  to 
his  wife  and  daughter.  [Tom  hesitates.]  Well!  Why 
don't  you  go? 

TOM  BOWLINE. 
[Resolutely.]     Oi'll  not  go  wi'out  me  middy. 

SIR  RICHARD. 
Tell  your  Captain  I'll  be  responsible  for  him. 

TOM  BOWLINE. 
Yer  will? 

SIR  RICHARD. 

Yes,  tell  him  Sir  Richard  Cruthers  stands  sponsor 
for  his  nephew. 
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TOM  Bo\\  i .!• 
So  you  bees  Sir  Richard  Cruthers? 

SIR  RICHARD. 
Yes. 

TOM  Bo \vi.i 

Thin  mebbe  yer  knows  m«    Captain.    Cap'n  Hawtree 
'ees  of  the  gentry. 

SIR  RICHARD. 

Ha,  ha,  ha.  I  should  say  I  did.     We  went  to  school 
together — but  never  mind  about  that.     {Impatiently.'] 
Hurry — hurry.     Get  those  papers  and  we'll  find  the 
•  Kensmairc  Castle.    Go — go ! 

[7/r  ptM&M  TOM  out  of  the  door.] 
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SCENK   X. 
SIR  RICHARD. 

[Greatly  cluli'tl — iixitli-.\  Gad!  if  I  get  the  evidence 
now — I'll  have  tin-  laugh  on  Jack.  Then  I'll  make  him 
dance  to  my  tune.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  Hot  and  hasty  and  a 
bit  of  the  devil  is  Jack.  [Sighing.']  Ah!  well,  I 
shouldn't  say  mut-h.  for  I  was  a  bit  of  a  devil  myself 
when  I  was  young. 

MUSICAL  NO.  5. 

BARITONE    SOLO. 

Refrain. 
Oh,  give  me  back  those  youthful  days, 

Those  days  so  blythe  and  gay, 
When  free  from  care,  I  loved  to  roam, 

And  while  the  hours  away. 
'Twas  then  my  heart  was  touched  by  love, 

And  life  had  just  begun, 
Then  give  UK-  back  those  days  of  yore, 

Whilst  still  my  heart  is  young. 

I. 

When  I  was  young  and  in  my  teens, 

I  loved  to  go  a-hunting, 
And  o'er  the  hills  and  dales  I  rode, 

Upon  my  Baby  Bunting. 
They  called  me  Dick  the  devil  then, 

No  hedge  nor  ditch  could  stay  me, 
For  over  all  I  flew  with  ease, 

Upon  my  little  Baby. 

Refrain. 
Oh,  give  me  back  those  youthful  days,  etc. 


A    SAILOR'S    .S //•/:/: '/'//A'. /AT  47 

II. 

As  I   _."  \v  up  to  he  a  man. 

M  ere  les>  for  >p..n 

I   ->iii:bt  the  maids  within  my  sbi- 

And  then  br^an  my  coun 
'Twa>  then  that    I    t'or-ot    my  mare. 
M  .    dashing  little   Baby. 
I    had    found   a   Country   1. 
iiue  my  lady. 

Refrnin. 
Oh.  «rjy(.  me  hack  tho-e  youthful  days,  etc. 

III. 

Though  no\\   we  sit  at  home,  at  ease, 

Our  faithful  vo\v>  renewinir. 
We  lon.i:  for  those  delightful  days. 

When  we  were  lioth  a-wo,,iiii:. 
Time  tmir<s  all,  my  hair  is  Lrray, 

'Flic  yean  are  tVt   n-t  reatiiiLr. 
I    am   happy  still   al\\ 

For  li^lit  my  heart  is  beating. 

•'tin. 
MIC  hack   tho>e  v.Mithful   days.  etc. 

'usinii    of   ///,•    Inllml    Sn;    UirHAKP 

looks  out  of  fit  •!!/   ii-in<lnii-  mill  says 


Sli;    Kl<   I!  \HD. 

[Aside.]      Ah!    her.  mv    man    at    last.      [H 

I  <lnrn.  \      \o\v   f,,r  the  trutli. 
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SCENE  XI. 
Re-enter  TOM  BOWLINE. 

[ToM  ni, « lies  past  the  casement  window  and  comes  in 
through  (In-  street  door.  As  he  does  so  he  doffs  his 
hat  to  SIR  RICHARD  and  hands  him  a  packet  of 
papers.'} 

TOM  BOWLINE. 

[Catching  his  breath.]  'Ere  they  are,  guvenor — 'ere 
they  are. 

SIR  RICHARD. 

[Excitedly.']  Good,  my  man, — that  was  quick  work. 
[He  hurriedly  scans  the  packet.]  They  are  all  ad- 
dressed in  the  same  hand  writing. 

TOM  BOWLINE. 
They  are  from  his  wife,  sor. 

SIR  RICHARD. 
Hold,  but  here's  one  addressed  to  Mary  Roberts. 

TOM  BOWLINE. 

He  guv  me  that  afore  he  died,  and  I've  kept  it  these 
many  years,  hopin'  I  might  find  her. 

SIR  RICHARD. 

Of  course,  of  course.  Well,  Tom,  the  information 
we  want  is  in  that  letter.  Shall  we  open  it  ? 

TOM  BOWLINE. 
[Amazed.]     Lor',  sor,  I  wuddent  dare. 

SIR  RICHARD. 

[Hesitates.]  I  think  we  are  justified.  [He  breaks 
the  seal.]  Ah!  as  I  expected,  addressed  to  his  dear 
wife,  Mary.  [Pause.]  Mary  Roberts  is  his  wife,  that's 
clear.  [Reading  rapidly.]  And  here  you  see  he  men- 
tions his  daughter  Phyllis.  [Greatly  excited.]  But 
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.  man:  look  —  he  si-n>  himself  Rohert  Plantaganet 
Kit/roy.  .-nn  of  the  Karl  of  Kensmaire.  If  you  can 

!•  tn  that  writini:  'twill  Kc  the  hest  proof  in  the 
world. 

TOM  I'.owi.i 
Oi  can.  sor.      I  saw  him  write  that   letter  wicl  his  own 

ban 

SIK    1  1  ic  11  M;D. 
\J»i/fulli/.\     Ha.  ha.  ha.     Then  we  have  the  proof. 

Ton  ii<>\\  i  • 

<  '  'in  ^lad  <>'  that.  sor. 

SIR    I  J  ic  MAUD. 
Now,  when-  is  Marv  li<»herts  and  her  dauirlitor,  Phvl- 

TOM     r.o\VI.INI. 


SlU     IflCIIAIM). 

[.1  nmzril.  |      Are  y«ni  cra/.\  ? 

TOM    liowi.i 

h'-vil    a    hit.      Sure,    'tis    Mary    R.iherts   as   runs    this 
ii.   an'   she  lias  a   d'arter    Phyllis.      I   think 
they'll  he  the  parti.-  \«-r  In-  lonkm'   f.-r. 

Sn;    1,'it  II  MM). 
\\".-ll.    wr'll    sonn    iin.l    out.      Call    Mrs.    Roberts,   will 


Ton 

I  fi'or.s    /„   II,,    ,/,,,,•   /,'..   rapt,  «l    u-hii-h    Mt;s.   ROB- 

rs.  | 
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SCKXK   XII. 
Re-enter  MRS.  EGBERTS. 

TOM   I  low  i.  INK. 

[Bowing.]  Beggin'  ycr  pardon  [Bowing"},  Sir  Rich- 
ard Cruthers  be  callin'  on  ye,  ina'm. 

MRS.  ROBERTS. 

[Advances  toward  SIR  UIUIAHD,  but  with  some  appre- 
hension, aside.]  Sir  Richard  Cruthers? 

SIR  RICHARD. 

[Noting  her  embarrassment,  says  kindly.]  I  am 
very  glad  to  meet  you.  Mrs.  Roberts.  I  see  you  are 
from  the  North  country  like  myself. 

Mi:s.    UOBKKTS. 
[Nods  in  assent.] 

SIR  RICHARD. 

You  married  the  son  of  my  old  friend,  the  Earl  of 
Kensmaire — Robert  Fitzroy,  did  you  not  ? 

Mi;s.  UOIJKIITS. 
[Stands  silent,,  not  kmtirhnj  what  to  answer.] 

SIR  RICHARD. 

[In  a  kindly  manner.]  Come,  come,  my  good  woman, 
have  no  fear,  I  am  your  friend.  You  are  the  legal  wife 
of  Robert  Plantaganet  Fit/roy,  are  you  not? 

MRS.  ROBERTS. 
[Silently  assents.] 

SIR  RICHARD. 
You  have  a  daughter  Phyllis? 
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Mi;-.   I.1' 
[  .!>•.<«  tit*.  | 

Sn:    1,'iriiAKD. 

know  that  your  daughter  is  tin-  ln-ir  to  Kens- 
main-  Ca-tle. 

Mi;-.   L'nr.nrrs. 
••////.  |     ^ 

Sn;    UK  n\i;i). 
|.1//M/;,,/.  |      You  knew  ii.  tlun  ': 

Mi;s.   L'OIII.HTS. 

Sn;    Kicil  AIM). 

\\V11.  wliy  liavc  you  kept  this  secret  so  many  years — 
ami  hidden  yourself  lien-  under  the  name  •  is? 

Mi;-.   ROBKB 

\dnfhi-rinn  courage.]     J>e.-;m>e  the  old  Marl  was  very 
hitter  t"\v;ird  ii-  Miid   \v«-  swoiv  never  to  touch  a  penny 
.     That  is  whv  1,'oy  ehan-e<l  liis  name  and 
ra  n  a  wa  . 

SM:   Kn  iiAi;i). 

in   underhand  that,  hut  your  daughter? 
h;ivi-  a   ri-ht   to  ci.n-ider  her. 

Mi;-.   EtO 
[  I'rninllif.  |      \V. 

Sn;    IJirn  \i;i>. 
\('nnn'nii  l»  flu-  />ni>tl.\      M.-r.    I    B66     "ur  daULrh 

Mi 

|  .1  In  th<  ,-          .  |      IMiyl- 

-     ;    Kh  n  \I;D.  |       She's  a 
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SCKXI-:  xin. 

PlIYLUS. 


[She  comes  <>nl  .'/"////  singing  "My  fnrr  /x  /////  fortune, 
etc./'  but   x/o/yx  xmltli'lilij    H'licn    x//r  xrrx   Sill   RlCH- 

Ai,'i>  and  TOM  B.] 

Mi.-s.   I{nm-:i!Ts. 

[Goes  ^o  lirr  dud  .SV///X.  |  Phyllis,  this  is  Sir  Hich- 
ard  Cnitlicrs.  I  Lcddiini  her  l<>  Siij  liicii.MM),  x//r  x</;/ts\] 
This  is  my  daughter,  sir. 

SIR  1»  ic  1  1  AKD. 

[Delighted.]  Ah  !  s*ho  is  a  bonnic  lass,  indeed.  [To 
PHYLLIS.]  I  have  some  ^<><>d  news  for  you,  \\\\  \-.\~ 


PHYLLIS. 
For  me? 

SIR  RICHARD. 
You  are  heiress  of  Kensmaire  Castle. 

PHYLLIS. 
I? 

SIR  If  ic  HARD.' 

Yes,  your  father  was  the  only  son  of  the  old  Earl, 
and  as  both  your  father  and  the  Karl  are  dead,  you  are 
the  direct  descendent  and  therefore  inherit  the  estate. 

PHYLLIS. 

[Surprised.]  I?  [Then,  laughing  incredulously.'] 
Ha,  ha,  ha.  I  ? 

SIR  RICHARD. 
'Tis  true,  ask  your  mother. 

PHYLLIS. 

\LooTcs  toward  her  in  oilier,  who  (isxrnts.~\  Then  I'm 
really  an  heiress? 
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'|<   HAKI>. 

fee,  an<l  if  YOU  refu.-e  the  honor.  tin-  estate  will 
the 


TOM  I  low  1.  1 
Bedad.  that   would  In-  a  crime. 

PHYLLIS. 

[</'/////.  |  io     he     mistress     ni'     Kensmaire 

Castle?       \L'iiujhiiit/.\       Ha.    lia.    ha.       \e\vr.    never, 
nev. 

Sn;    UK  ||  M;D. 

I    am    very    -lad.      \1'»    Mi;-.    KOI;I:I;TS.  |      You   see, 
-  daughter  ha>  accepted.      |-'..r-vt   the  alTront  of  the 
old  Karl.     ('mm-.  hrlj»  make  your  dau-htrr   Lady  Fitz- 
roy. 

Mi;s. 
[Thovgll    inornl  by    flu- 

PHYLLIS. 

[Seeing    her    motlu'i-    lu-sihitr.    runs   dixl    throws   her 

arms   omnn.l    ///•/•    //rr/,-.   sui/imj.\       Motlu-r!      Mother!! 

You'll  nc\cr  ha\e  to  \\ork  any   more:  you  shall  have  a 

maid  to  wait  upon  you.  a  do/.en  llunkies  t<»  do  your  bid- 

dinir     a  coach  and   four  with   postillions  in  livery  —  you 

shall    wear   silks  and    sal  ins   and   he    jnv>eiited   at  court, 

.hody  shall  how  and  say  my  lady      think  what   that 

mother;   think    what    that    meaner 

Mi;-.   L'nr.i  i;i>. 

\(tfuii-th/.\  my    la->.    I    know    what    these 

tlnii.Lr>   mean:    {}••  nipty    hauhles:    they   come   too 

late   for  me.      I'.ui   you,   my  honnie  laflg,  JTOU   who  are  in 

.-y-dey   «,f   youth.    \c   -hall    drink    of   them    to    your 

fill.  |  >'A.  her  (<'ii<l>'rlif.  | 
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PHYLLIS. 

Ah!  now  Jack  and  I  shall  he  married? 

MRS.  ROBERTS. 
Aye,  lass. 

PHYLLIS. 

Ah,  mother;  now  I'm  happy!  happy!!  happy!!! 
[Releasing  her  mother  ami  Ihrowiny  her  arms  up  in 
ecstasy.]  I'm  so  happy. 

Silt    IJ  ir  HARD. 
[To  MRS.  EGBERTS.]     I  his  your  daughter  a  lover? 

MRS.  ROBERTS. 
Yes,  she's  about  to  marry   Midshipman  Hurley,  sir. 

SIR  RICHARD. 
God,  bless  me;  you  don't  mean  Jack  Hurley? 

MRS.  ROBERTS. 
Yes,  Master  Jack  Hurley. 

SIR  RICHARD. 

[Amazed.]  Why,  he's  my  nephew.  Well,  well,  well 
—I'm  dumbfounded. 

TOM  BOWLIM:. 
Sure,  it's  miracles  as  bees  happenin'  these  days. 

SlK    IilCIIAKD. 

Egad !  it's  nothing  short  of  a  miracle. 

PHYLLIS. 
I  hope  you  won't  object,  sir. 
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Sn: 

Object?      Ila.    lui.   ha.      N  "t    I:   he's    found   th- 
girl  I  had  picked  out    I'm*  him,  although   I   never  knew 
her.    [To  TOM  B.  |    Sliall  we  tell  her  the  j< 

TOM    Howi.r 
\    .'.••;    .  <;.  BOI     \      must  take  it  out  of  Master  Jack 

first. 


Sli; 

\Tn    TOM.  "|       Aye,    this    is    tin-   time    we'll    have^the 
lau»rh  «>n  Jack.     Tla.  ha,  ha  ! 

TOM   How  LIN  I-:. 

[To  Sn;  Hi*  ii  \i;i>.  |      lit  (];!([.  we'll  make  him  dance  a 
hornpipe  Ix-foiv  he  «Ms  her. 

SlK    I?K   IIAKD. 

Ayr.   that    w«-    will.      \Tn    PHYLLIS.]      Well,    if   you 
are  going  to   marry   my   nephew.    1    supposr   you   won't 
•  sralinir  the  har«rain  with  a  k 

PHYLLIS. 

:'i»r  T   like   YOU.  sir.      \Sh?  &H  r  and  em- 

I  him.  | 

Slli    Kl(    IIA1M). 
\rnt1iu,j      PHYI.LI>     tin     II,  r     hr.l,I.\        You're    a     pHZC, 

my  UtfB.     I'm  proud  .  ick  for  havin.LT  picked  you 

out. 

glaw  of 

Siu   KICII  \I;D. 

K/'//////.  |      Avr1  that    we  will:  we'll   drink   the  health 
dv    Phvllis    I  ;id   Sir  John    Ilurlry. 
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SCKXK  XIV. 

[MRS.  EGBERTS  ////*  the  t/lnw*  nnd  hand*  them  to 
PHYLLIS,  ir/io  jiulileli/  /u/x.srx  one  to  SIR  RICH\KI> 
and  Hie  oilier  one  to  TOM.] 

MTSICAL  XO.  6. 

QUARTET. 

SIR  RICHARD. 

[Takes  the  glass  of  grot/,  mixes  it  high  and  sings.} 
[EecltJ] 

Fill  up,  fill  up, — a  brimming  bumper 

Now  we'll  all  enjoy. 

A  health  to  you,  good  ni;i<!ame — 
[Bowing  to  MRS.  ROBERTS.  | 

And  unto  you,  fair  Lady  Fitzroy. 
[Bows  to  PHYLLIS.] 

TOM  BOWLINE. 

[Recit.] 

Long  life  to  ye,  ma  colleen, 
[He  bows  to  PHYLLIS.] 

I'm  Tom,  yer  frind,  ye  see. 
These  papers  'ere  I've  brought  ye, 
Prove  yer  identity. 

[He   takes  the   letters  from   SIR  RICHARD  and 
hands  them  to  PHYLLIS.] 

MRS.  ROBERTS.  . 

[Recit.]     Oh!  thank  you,  sir. 

PHYLLIS. 
[Becit.    Courtesy  in  g.1     Oh  !  thank  you,  Tom. 

Mi;s.    ROBERTS. 
[Eecit."]     For  this  proud  mommi   I  Imvc  waited  long. 
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•'i  in. 
\  All  simj.  | 

Fill  up  !  till  ii}» !  !  drain  tin-  ^lass  dry. 

a   fortunate  day  that    we  all  should  enjoy, 
Then  here's  to  thr  health  i»f  .uir  Lady  Kit/' 
Ti>  our  Lady — To  «>ur   Lady  ! 

I. 

TOM  BO\VI.INI:. 

[Soh>.  | 
The  Krenchman  prefers  his  red  wine. 

That   induce-  to  son_Lr  and  to  \\ooin-. 
The  (Jerman.  more  steadfast,  iiieli' 

To  his  beer,  which  he  ever  is  l)re\\in-. 
The  Dutchman,  who  once  ruled  the  sea, 

Loves  his  pipe  and  his  schnapps  so  inviting, 
But  the  sailors  of  Kn.irlainl  a.irnv. 

'Tis  the  grog  that  they  want  when  they're  lighting. 
Refrain. 

Fill    lip.    fill    Up,    etc. 

II. 

Mi;s.    Ifoii!  i 

[Solo.] 

The  hrew  of  old   Kn^land  is  l.eer. 

Tlie  wine  of  the  Scotchman   is  whiskey. 
But  there's  notliini:  that    LTINCS  half  the  cheer. 

As  a  glass  of  x"'"l  LTM^-    llmuM-h  it's  riskv. 
Then  rememl»er  "Id   Admiral    I  >ra 

\Vlni  \\li.-n  t-.ld  that  his  rum  \va>  enticiiiLr. 
Ifeplied  that   he  didn't    much  caiv. 

If  he  ^rot   (jiiite  enough  to  }\\>  liki: 

Kill  up,  fill  up 
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III. 

PHYLLIS. 

|  Solo.  | 
Tin-  test  of  a  true  heart  of  oak. 

Is  to  fight  for  his  King  and  the  Nation, 
And  the  sailor  who  all  find  a  joke, 

Is  the  one  who  ashore  owns  creation. 
This  wight  with  his  swagger  and  roll, 

Who  forever  his  love  is  declaring, 
Will  be  sure  to  be  found  in  the  hold, 

\Vhen  for  battle  the  fleet  is  preparing. 

Refrain. 
Fill  up,  fill  up,  etc. 


IV. 

SIR  RICHARD. 
[Solo.] 

The  landsmen  know  little  of  sea. 

Or  the  dangers  encounter  in  fighting. 
And  the  sailor  who  roams  o'er  the  lea, 

Finds  the  toil  of  the  landsman  affrighting, 
But  when  both  are  gathered  around 

The  table  where  laughter  is  veering 
They  admit,  by  common  consent, 

That  grog  is  the  liquor  most  cheering. 

Refrain. 

Fill  up,  fill  up,  etc. 

|.U-  the  quartet  ruiirlmlrx  JACK  is  heard  singing 
off  scene.] 
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.!  \< 
.  \ 

,11  the  Mars  that   slum-  ab 

matter  wheiv  \\e  roam. 

A    -\\.-etheart    is  the  hri.Lrhtest   <>ne, 

'!'••  guide  M   >aih>r  home. 
'I'lu-n   loox    all  sjiil   lirfnn-  the  pile. 
Ye  Jackli  -  nf  the  main. 

we  arc  homeward  hound  at    l;iM. 
To   _ivrt   our  loves  a^ain. 


Itim  \i;i>. 

/r    ,/////r^/<7/r.v     Mi;-.     UnlM.I    I-    »/////     PilYI.l.lS.     // 

I  h.-o  you  let  m<-  have  a  \v«inl  alone  with  .lack. 
For  rr<»ni  and   I   have  something  now  to  say. 


JoiM  •::. 

|  Assi'iils   L-iiniriiKjllj.  | 

PHYLLIS. 

Hut   let  him  not  he  taken   from   me  now. 

|  rii-mliny.  \ 
All!  take  him   not   away.     Ah!  take  him  not   jiwav. 

Sn:   Ificii.MM). 

kiinllij.  |      Kear  not.     I   am  your  friend. 
|  K.ril    Ml;-.    I,  -//»//    I'M  vi.  i.  is.      Siu    \\n  n- 

\IM>     y»//.s\»x     /O     /Ar     r:  .         •//> 

///r///    /o   /  ///,  /•.       '/'///  //   '/"   ///.  | 

|77/r  instant  Sn;   UK  n  \L  Ike  ilnnr  /.'.  //»' 

TOM.    irlm    is    centi  nml 

yt   nijiiilli/.  | 

Sn;    |,'K  n  \I;D. 

for  your  midd\  'l'"in      \\e'||  pay  him  hae!.  in  full 
the  uirl. 

i   BOWLINE. 

I  AV///////;////.  I        A\e  !    lha!    \\e    \\  1  1  I  . 
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scKNK   XV. 
Re-enter  JACK. 

[JACK   enters   mi    I  In-   in*  tun  1.   hnmniiiKj    flic    lust   few 

Imrs    nf   his    refrain.      ToM.    irlio   hits   passed    l<>    Ihr 

left    of    Hi,'    si  reel    door,    is    therefore    hi,  1,1m    j'roin 

JACK  us  lie  rmi/t's  in.  Hit-  door  <//>enina  inirnr<l.\ 

[GaylyJ]     Well,  uncle,  I  hope  von  MIT  in  In-tin1  spirits 

than  when  I  left  you. 

Slli    If  1C  HARD. 

Aye!  tliat    1   ;im.  my  l;ul.      I  In,  ha.  ha.      Look  at  me. 
[He  tuL-i's  JACK  hi/  Imfli  shoulders  and  looks  hint 
si/nnre  in  the  face.  \ 

JACK. 

[Gnireli/.  |      Yon  certainly  are  in  a  <^>o<l  humor,  sir. 


TOM    r»o\vi.i\i:. 
[Comes  orer  nnd  loi/<-lies  JACK  nn   the  arm  and 

nl   the  same   time  sluices   the  hnnit  enfj's  in   his 
pock,  "t.  | 

Slli    1  1  1C  1  1  \|{|). 

rriinj  rr<)AT  /trside  JACK,  disereetti/  crosses 
to  the  /ire/t/ace  and  takes  iifi  it  e/iii/  jiipc  which 
he  leisure/  1/  fills  iri/h  tohneeo  dnriixj  the 
<-onrcrsnli(tn  helirecn  rT<)M  J->.  and  JACK.| 

JACK. 

|  Turns  snddrnli/  and  sees  TOM  and  sai/s  irilh  affected 
composure.}  Well.  'I'oin? 

TOM    Ho  \YU\K. 

Oi've  me  orders  to  lirin^  ye  alioord,  sor.  \Tlicn  eon- 
deSCendiii(/li/.\  ()i  'opes  yer'll  In-  eoinin"  n-enteel  loike, 
else  Oi'll  have  ye  putt  the  irons  on  ye. 
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You'll   not    need   the   inm<    for   inc.   Tom. 
him  •<•>'.  |      Oli.    I'll   take   my   medi- 

[/''///x.  |      T.iit   I  can't  go  yei      MCII  just  yet. 

I///-  milks  In  tlir  tlntir  /.'..  ofirns  if.  but  86* 
n»  nil'-  rinses  if  inn/  rrturns  to  TOM   I'. 

S/fl//''-  I 

T«»M    lloui.r 

9  ire,  tin-  Captain'11  not   he  wait  in"  very  Inn^  fer  ye, 
SOT.     Yc  knows  Cap'n    Ilawtr- 

J  \i 

\Attt'nt  1'tlin/  to  l>iii</lt.\     Oh.  yes.  1   know  him.  Tom. 
excuses  won't  do  \\ith  him. 


I  in  \\i.i\i:. 

*l);u1c  Hiev  won't.  BOT.  |//''  milk*  up  closer  to  JACK 
ir}ii*i>  i  rs  in  his  <;ir.\  l>nn't  ye  think  the  governor 
there  \\nililinii  tnininl  Siu  I!  icn  MM)  |  ciihl  putt  in  a 
good  wurrud  \vi*  the  eapt'n  fcr 

.1  \<    K. 

\To   TOM.  |       I'll    try   him.      |  II,    milks   over   to   SlE 

\l\(\\\\;\>   mill   s<ii/s.\       I'liele!       I  Sin    KICII\I;I)    turns.'] 

le,   I'm  in  a   hit   of  a  scrape.   1    wonder  if  you   won't 

help    Hie   out. 

S||;    1  1*  |  <  II  \i;|). 
[  \Vilh    a"  .  |       1  1..\\    much   will 

me  1  1  1  i  .-  1 

J  L( 

Oh.   it'.-    imt    a   «|ii.-t  ii»n   «•!'   umn,     .    I       -~ure  yon, 

It'-  your  inllm-n.  me. 
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[ndeed? 

JACK. 

[Bluntly.]  The  truth  is,  sir,  I've  come  ashore  with- 
out leave. 

SlK    lilCHAKD. 

[Gravely.]  I  suspected  as  much,  when  you  told  me 
you  were  in  love  with  a  country  girl. 

JACK. 

\Ilnn(jx  ///>•  licdil  in  <lix</niri>  ninl  then  looks  up  slyly 
at  hia  uncle.  \  Well,  uncle,  you  shouldn't  forget  that 
you  were  young  once. 

SIR  BICHARD. 

Egad !  I  don't,  Jack,  and  I'll  do  what  I  can  to 
square  you  with  my  old  friend  1  law  tree,  but — 

JACK. 

[Deli<jlitnl.\     You  will,  sir? 

SIR  BICHARD. 
Yes. 

JACK. 

[Grabs  his  uncle's  luuul  nn/l  tdidkrs  il  •warmly.']  Gad, 
but  you're  a  trump,  sir. 

SIR  BICHARD. 

[Reprovingly.]  But  it's  time  these  escapades  ceased. 
A  while  ago  you  promised  me  that  if  I  could  find  the 
heiress  of  Kensmaire  Castle  you  would  marry  her. 


A   SAILOR'S  "1  1  1-  ART  63 

JACK. 

[Somewhat  taken  aback.  \      I  did.  sir. 

Siu   L'K  HAKD. 
[Exultantly.]     Well.  .lju-k.  my  I  toy.  wtfve  found  her. 

.'  ACK. 
[Dumlfuuinlrtl.]     I  can't  lu-lirvr  it. 

Siu   1,'n  i!Ai;i). 
-  true.      [  I  'a  use.  \  in. 

JACK. 

|  Ti  minnijhj  at  TOM  B.] 


T«IM  r.«>\\  u 

true,    Msistcr    Ilurlry.      |  \Vlt  ix}>trin</   in   hi* 
.1  l-rauty. 

.'  \CK. 
/'///.  |      Oh.  (ind.   ifae  ever  man   plac.-d   in  a 


Imml.lr   pnsition.      \Asiilt-.  |       I    |«.\,.    Phyllis    and 
my  \v..r«l  nf  lioimr  t<>  marry 
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MUSICAL  NO.  7. 

I  i:\OR    SOLO. 
I. 

I   knew  not  what   my  fate  would  I.e. 

\Vli<-H  to  my  uncle  carelessly. 
My  honored  word   I    gave  so  free. 

That    I   his  choice  would  marry. 
Now  to  my  sorrow  and  despair. 

He's  found  the  heiress  of  Kensmaire, 
Ami  as  she  is  hoth  rich  and  fair. 

He  will  not  let  me  tarry. 

II. 

But  I,  alas,  a   maiden  love. 

As  fair  as  any  turtle  dove, 
That  wings  the  lofty  heavens  above, 

Tpon  its  way  rejoicing. 
And  she  loves  me  I  know  full  well, 

For  oft  within  a  lowland  dell, 
Tho  old,  old  tale  we'd  often  tell, 

Our  love  forever  voicing. 

III. 

But  now,  alas !     I  am  forlorn, 

And  wish  that  I  had  ne'er  been  born, 
Ah !  why  from  love  must  I  be  torn. 

Though  high  may  he  my  station. 
Yet  rank  hath  no  delights  for  me, 

Who  like  a  bird  must  e'er  be  free, 
All  !  who  would  give  his  liberty, 

For  wealth  of  all   creation. 
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i  in. 

Oh!  M  rrow  rends  my  heart  in  twain  to-day. 
I-'or  "i  \\een  my  honor  and  my  love  I'm  torn. 

-oin  my  Phyllis  1  should  •:<•  away. 
I'd  cur>e  tli«'  day  that    1    wa.-  ever  horn. 
Oh!  pity  inc.  all  ye  whose  hearts  are  true. 

What  would  you  do  if  such  your  lot  should  hr? 

unot   hid  my  I'aithl'ul  love  adieu. 
Ah!  pity  inc.     Ah!  pity,  pity,  nit  — 

Sn;    h'n  II\I;D. 

\\'cll.  .lack,  arc  you  ready  to  \\cd  the  irirl  of  niv 
choi< 

•  I  \«   K. 

|  Drxj,,  rail  lii.  |      No.  no.  I  can't.  I  can't. 

Siu   \l\c\\  \i;i>. 

She's  ri«-h  and   heautil'ul,  and  she'll  he  the  means  of 
ttg   I'.r. 'iitnn   Manor. 

.'  \(    K. 

[Dramatically.]  I  can't  do  it.  uncle;  I  love  my  little 
Phyllis  and  I  wouldn't  ,i:i\<'  her  up  for  tin-  wealth  of 
the  hid 

|.l/  flu's  insfiini   I'M vi. i. is  is  heard  >•/'//»//////  »///' 
/,.  | 

PHYLLIS. 

Oh!  hl«>s  the  wind<  thai    wafted   vmi. 

Amiss  the  mi-lity  main. 
Oh  !  hie--  y«m.  .lack.  f«.r  coining  1-. 
To  '  mi. 

lonely  when  yon  left, 
now   I'm  hriirhl   and 
•  me  at 

day. 
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SCENE  XVI. 


\As    /A/1    xo//f/    /x    roiifliK/iinj    ToM     1).    fonics    lift 
<>/'  JACK  ////</  x<///x.  | 


TOM   r>o\\  LINK. 
[7'o  JACK.]     'Tie  she! 

JACK. 

|  /v//7x  /«  unih'i-sinml  inul  t'.rcl/iitns.  \     Tis   Phyllis. 
[PHYLLIS  ronic*  rnnnuuj  out  a!  this  instaiil  and 
JACK  /r//rrx  //rr  /«  //  ' 


JACK. 

Ah,  Phyllis,  my  sweetheart. 

SIR 

\Coini'*  iij)  mill  finis  his  tint/  on  JACK'S  shoulderJ} 
Jack,  yon  hold  the  hc'iress  of  Kcnsinairc  in  your  arms. 

JACK. 
[D-untlly.]     I? 

Sin   IJiciiAUD. 
^'(•s.  your  sweetheart   is  Lady   Kit/roy. 

JACK. 

\Ainnz<'<l.\      Phyllis,  is  it  true? 

PHYLLIS. 

Y<-s.  Jack.  \r<tnx<'.  \  Will  you  love  me  just  as  much 
now  that  I  am  rich? 

JACK. 

Rich  or  poor.  T  shall  never  love  anyone  else.  Ha.  ha. 
ha.  I  never  suspected  that  you  were  an  heiress  when  I 
asked  you  to  he  my  wife. 

|  Mi;s.    UoiJKliTS   JKI.S  ci»nr   out   <lnn'n</    Ilic   nltnrc- 

conversation,  <nnl  <n1r<utn>il  l<>  the  ri</lit  of  tin1 
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Mi;-. 

Aye!      M   rter  Hurley.  that's  the  very  iva-«Mi  why  you 
d(  serve  her  MOW. 

TOM  Bo  \vt.r 
\T»  .I.\<  K.|     <)i  towlil  ye  sin-  were  a  heaiitx. 

JACK. 

She's   a   siiili  rV    >\\eethrart.    Tom.      The    fairest    and 
tx  -t   iii  all   Knirland. 

PHYLLIS. 

|  fuiflif.  I      An-  you  happy  now.  Jack? 

.1  \(  K. 

\Knilinn-in<i  //*•/•.]      IMiyllis.   I'm  the  happirst   man  in 
tin-  world. 

IfUSICAL  \<».  B, 

QRAKD    REFRAIN. 

Oh  !  happino-  !     <  Hi.  happiii' 

Tin-  youii^  anil  <'hl  fon-vrr  Lin-rt  thy  n-i^n. 
Thy  smile  hath  turnc(l  mir  sorrows  into  jov. 

And  hid   us  all  h<-  m.-rry  oner  ;ii:ain. 


Tin-  Bailor's  sweetheari  ie  his  ^-uidinL:-  star. 

'1'liat   hads  him  e'er  rejoieini:  on  his  \va\  . 

And  lo\e  will  hrini:  him  sal'elv  o'er  the  l»ar 

Where  lia|»|iin«-ss  shall  he  his  lot    tor  a\e. 

<  )h.  happine—  !      (  )h.  happin. 

Tin-  youiiLf  and  old  fi.ivver  -rrrt   ihv  r. 
fl'hy  smile  hath  turned  our  sorr«i\\-   into   j< 

And  hid  u>  all  he  ii  •  ,Mn. 

I;T\I\. 
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:b,  Os born  Hennie 

A  sailor1 s  sweetheart 
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